6       SONG FOR  THE CENTENARY OP
Leaf from least leaf of all its leaves that grew Alone for brows too bold For storm to sear of old, .Elect to shine in time's eternal view,
.Rose on the verge of radiant life
Between the winds and sunbeams mingling love with strife,
The darkling day that gave its bloodred birth
To Milton's white republic undefiled That might endure so few fleet years on earth
Bore in him likewise as divine a child ; But born not less for crowns of love and mirth,
Of palm and myrtle passionate and mild, The leaf that girds about with gentler girth
The brow steel-bound in battle, and the wild